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through fractures, from the lower dark, to be
renewed in the fires of the morning. Nothing
has happened yet. But I am confident it would
repay society to appoint another watcher when I
am gone, to keep an eye on the place.

Right below my window there are two ridges
running in parallel jags of chimneys, with a crev-
asse between them to which I can see no bottom.
But a roadway is there. From an acute angle of
the window a cornice overhangs a sheer fall of
cliff. That is as near the ground as can be got
from my outlook. Several superior peaks rise out
of the wilderness, where the churches are ; and
beyond the puzzling middle distance, where
smoke dissolves all form, loom the dock ware-
houses, a continuous range of far dark heights, I
have thoughts of a venturesome and lonely
journey by moonlight, in and out of the chimney
stacks, and all the way to the distant mountains.
It looks inviting, and possible, by moonlight.
And, indeed, any bright day in summer, from my
-window, Dockland with its goblin-like chimneys
might be the enchanted country of a child's
dream, where shapes, though inanimate, are
watchful and protean. From that silent world